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TO  THE 

right  honourable 

THE 


Lady  GOWER, 


Madam^ 

OiFt  have  I,  gaz’d  , wi.di  pleafure  on  your 
Beauty,  where  every  Grace  confpites  ^ to 
■ form  Perfection  , nor  can  I longer'  ftifle 
my  Admiration  ; Poets  may  well  be  faid  to  be  in- 
fpned,  when fuch . a , lovely  .Theme  employs  their 
Thoughts]  a Lady  born  of  Illuftripus  Houfe, 
adorn'd  with  . all.  thofe  Virtues' which  become  the 
Great  ;..a  glorious  Pattern,  for.  fillial.  Faith ; a 
charming  Mpther  to  a lovely  blooming  Race,  who 
Crowns  her  much  ’lov’d  Lord  with  endlefs  Blef- 

lings.  . 

Forgive  the  prefumptuous  Daring  of  aPenun- 
able  to  Paint  your  Worth  ; I have  this  to  incou- 
rage ray  Ambition,  that  I have  had  the  Honour 
to  be  feveral  Times  gracioufly  receiv’d  by  your  No- 
. ' A a . . ble 


ble  Family  ; and'  your  Ladylbip’s  Character  and 
courteous  Atfability  aflures  me,  your  Goodnefs  is 
Infinite  as  theirs ; without  this  Hope,  . I fhou!d'not 
dare  to  lay  fo  Mean  aXrifleat  your  Feet,  for  which  I 
have  nothing  to  fay,  but  that  it  is  Humble  and  In- 
nocent. The  Converfation  of  Groves  and  Plains, 
where,  if  the  Stile  is  low,  and  the  Dialed  wants 
Satyr,  yet  it  is  wholly  free  from.  Vice,  or  any  Ex- 
prelTion  that  may  (hake  either  Piety  or  Modefty. 

It  is  abreviated  from  an  Author  famous  ih  his 
Time,  yet  more  honour’d j if  perufed  by.  your  La- 
dylhip,  than  imall.the  Incomiums  he  ever  met  with, 
in  his  Poetical  Race  ; Buthowfhall  I be  tranfpor. 
,ted,  if  you  daign  to  accept  it  new  drefs’d  by  my 
Artlefs-Hand.  ' ‘ * 

To  pray  for  your  Happinefs,  is  but  to  ^villi  you 
may  continue  as  you  are,  Favourite  of  Heaven  and. 
Earth,  blefsM  in- your  Noble  Lord,  whofe  Loyalty, 
to  his  Princefs  and  Zeal  to  his  Country,  is  Confpi- 
cuous  to  all ; thus  may  you  long  remain  poffeftof  all. 
the  bounteous  Gifts  Heavbn  can  beftow.  on  fuch, 
unequall’d  Merit , whilft  I again  ask  Pardon  for 
myBoldnefs,  and  beg  leave  to  Subfcribe.  my  felf, 

Your, Honours  moft  Humble 
and  moft  Obedient  Servant, 

PROLOGUE. 


I 


Spoke  by  Mrs.  Torter. 


Jture  now  her  gajeji  Liveries  wears, 

verdent  Spring  in  all  her  Bloom  appears  • , 
Eachfinifh’d  Beau  , and  evry  ogling  Fair,  J 

In  Coach  and  Six  does  to  the  Bark  repair, 

Jnd  Cries,  Pm  fiifled  up  for  want  of  Airs. 

Since  in  this  Seafon,  you  in  Fields  Delight, 

A Rural  Scene  regales  you  here  to  Night : 

No  Bus  kin’ d Hero  does  of  ConqueJlSoafi, . 

Or  tell  how  many  Battles  gain  d or  lojl : 

Thefe  are  Inhabitants  of  Jbady  Groves, 

That  entertain  you  with  their  humble  Loves.- . 

The  Emblem  here  of  Innocence  behold. 

Their  Dowry  Flocks  and  Herds  inpad  of  Gold  • 

- And  every  Nymph  that  lovd,  her  Fajjion  told. 

Coquets  and  Fops  were  Strangers  to  the  Plains, 

Receipt  and  Pride  alone,  in  City  Reigns ', 

- Since  Enghnd  does  its  brighte/  Glories  owe 
To  Female  Power,  we  only  Females  fhow^ 

We  need  not  doubt  your  kind  Reception  now,  ■, 

Since  every  Hero  does'  to  Females  Bow  5 
Let  but  that  radient  Circle pll  appear , 

The  Side-box  Beaus  will,  evry  Night  be  here.- 


EPILOCaEi 


Writ  by  Mr.  Burnaby^  and  Spokeby  Mrs. 

r 'r  u ' 

\7  0>ie  but  A Qlo\v/i,in  fo  refn^d^an  Age^  ^ ^ 

A I'VhJj  Talesi^o/ir  Pleafure  wou^dl^gags^ 

Thofe  Times  mujl  needs  he  charming  as  thefre  Oldy 
When  Men  were  conjlanty  andtheir  Women  cold  / 

Whe?i  Innocence  and.Sheep^  fine  Ladies/ knew  ! 

And  Nymphs  broke  Gold  to  keep  their  Lovers  true^^ 

No  Stile  for  Gallantry^  hut  Man  ! and  Wife  ! 

Each  kept  hisfCurtle  Sweet-heart  all  his  Life  I 
No  kind  Divorce  to  fmdoth  the  Marriage  Bed,  - • ' . « 

)Nor ready  fave  the  Wanderer  to  wed,'  - ' ^ ’ / 

Andplant  the  Horns  fulLgr own'  tipdn  his  Head.  ' . ..  . J > 

Who^d  think,  that  did' our  nicer  Pkafures  Tra/ce',' 

We  ever  fprung  from  that  unpollifb^d  Race ! n- ' 

Thefe  Scenes  dlfplay  Mankind  before  the  Pali!  Nv 
And  Nature  'in  its  rude  Origin aLl  ^ k . . 

While  at  my  Feet  Tvpo  Riv'al  Shepherds, burnW^  L - *•  ' 

Tm  made  Jo  dull,  you  fee,  to  rdije  huEOneT  ‘ ^ , 

A Modern  Uamjel  had  with  more  Addrefs^  *'  ; 

M<^''^^g^dJj€r  Pity  for  their  kind  Dijlrefs-, 

With  boundlefs  bh'hnty  had'  ohferv^dtheiE'^ 

Andfound a Means  ""Wfaftsfe  them  botifl  > ‘ 

Tet  1 am  pleas'd" to  fin-d^in  TfNes/cr  rude', 

Some  Cunning  (till  was  to  our^  Sex  alloxd* d I 
So  well  I plaf  d^my  Womans  Part,  each  Swain-. 


Truth. 


Had  Caufe  to  think  he  was'  the  happy  Man^  - , : 

Tho^  Nf^^gard  CuJlome'HtdioKlne  tlM^pTay.'ii  d 


'<-6'-.-  ay, 

Tet  Nature  knew  to  keep  Wm  Both  in  Play  ; 

A lit  tie  Time  had Jo  improv'd  my. Skill,  . •. 

That  Damon  had  not  took  hty  Marriage  UK 


- - i i 


Ol: 


Dramatis 


/ 


Drailiatis  Perfonfe. 


; 

Gtorinda,  a Fickle  Shepherdefs ^ M. " Barry. 

Amintas.^  a Mad  Shepherd  in  Y 
love  w'lth.Drania — J Mi's.  BraceglrdU. 

Damon  c Two  Rivals  in  Love  . Mrs.  Bra>man. 
Alexis  I . With  Clortnda  I Mrs.  Prince. 

MenaUoas  Father  to  ClorindA  — — Mrs.  Willis. 

Adrafius,  High  Prieftof  Ceres,  Father  > r-  ' 
to  Duf/ion  3,nd''7Jrania — — 3 Mrs.  llee . 

AnuryUis  in  Love  with  Damon Mrs  Porter 

Vtania  in  Love  with  Amintas-^  Mrs. ' APfon, 
FIayia,m  Old  Nymph,  Sifter  to  Claius-Mvs.  Martin.- 
Clam,  Father  to  Amintas  and  Amaryllis  *Mrs,  LawCon 
A Shepherd— Mifs 
Der^to,  aWagg.fh  Bpj.—  The  little  Bov-.. 
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bnCh^A  eiH'/l  , ;;,  : A 
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^ - V0\-Ji!jlW3ViV0{h^^ .^->1 

■ ;}:;-!  iv^  >% 

*?|5:wh  yi>  ^^r^^;rr.■;  — 7 

,,>.»•■  - ' « I . . 

■•  ' ' ■ • iJ  ^•‘--  • > /'  ,)  ^ ■ 


'f!i  Hi  oiiW- 


-^■  .1)?^  ff;-!?^  •,.;  ,;:r^r  ;j  j'.  ■ ^• 


£-^n'5al  ■ fl^:?  / ^ 't  ' D ■■'  ; . •. 

:.  " s c E N 'E  - I;  . , 

Clorind^  Vpi&  ^'fe%eird]  Od^Mfidfiefok  ‘her,  and 
' / . ^.  r ,03.vii  Bihind  her'} ' ' '^ 


^ •:  ifi  ■ ‘ ' 


Ell,,;I  prot^ft,  i think  DamoKs  isthepret- 
tieft  ~ •See'^liow  the  Violet,  the  Pink, 
and  DafFadill  are  mix’d  J and  how  they 
ftrive  in  Beauty  to  outvy  each  other /—— 
®df  I :^®hold  Alexis  Garland,^  the  Maiden  Lilly,  and 

the  Blufhihg  Rofej  ihe  Gaudy  Tulip's,  and  the  new  blown 
Jeflimin,  there  my  Eye  is  fix’d:  •■'  *•  ' -• 

Fla,  Wavering  Nyrtiph;3r(|tflt  ne’er  determin ’twixt  thefe 
two  Sw'ains^v  Isitnoflib'le-you  C4n  love  tlie/n  both? 

C/o.,Love  them  both  F/az'u/-—:—r^No,  fond  Girl,  I nei- 
ther Love.— ’Tis  my  an^bition  to  be  the  Pride  and  Glory  6'f 
the  Plains-,  to  .have  the  amorous;  Shepherds  Court  me  mil, 
and  offer, up theicJHear«  winch  I.4gfpifei“~:^Fkkie in’m^ 
Nature  ■—  - Cohfiant  In  niy  Charfris' — ■“Courted 'by  all.lhe 

Swains,  and  Envied  by  the  Rural  Maids.  ■*' 


Fla. 


) 

Fla.  Which  Garland  will  you  wear  to  day  ?' 

Clo.  Neither  of  thefe  -; — they  are  withered  all  byOm} 
Itliink  they  have  loft  their  Colour- __  ^ _ 

Fla.  Juft  now.  you  th6ught  them  frefli  and  fair. 

Clo.  Ridiculous.  Did’ft  thou  ever  know  me  think  the  fame 
thing  twice  ? Take  them  away.  Le;t  me  fee  what  Encomi- 
ums in  my  praifeitoday ASpnifet  by -6>/>A4to-..-Pugh, 

be  ne’er,  writ  any,  thing  worth  Reading — Who  is  this 

from CorUon- Aye, , bis  Stile  is  ealie  enough . let  me 

fee,  what  has  he  faid  ? • ' ^Reads. 


. , ■ CVw’Wtf  Ethprels  of  the  Groves,' -rj  ^ r ;>( 
Fair  and  foft  as Doves, 

And  Gay  as  all  her  fporting  Loves : 

Yet  ftill  delights  to  Tyranize : 

To  none,  will.yield  the  glorious  Prize, 

d M puffuers flies. 


Love  in  her  Eyes  tritiinphant  Reignsy^, 

' 'She -wounds,  buffeels^herfelf  np pains; 

And  Laughs  when  all  the  Youth  complains, 

■ Ho'w  doydalike  it'F/^wtf? ' ' ‘ 

Fla.  Very  well,  Madam.; ■—Tiut'-y/hi.t  V!iil  .Cortdon 
when  he -lieass  the  Addition  / ■ ' ^ 

Clo.  .Say—'Wliy  he’ll  grpi.y.'VainT**-- — ’3nd  fifty  more  grow-.' 
Tealous.  " ’ , ' , . 


Eptfr,. 


Effter  DoryUs,' 


Dar.  News,  Madm,  that  will  Ravifli  you. 

Ch,  How  / Raviih  me?  If  it  be  fodefperate  prithee  con-’ 
■ ceaiit..;!' f';t ; 1', 

Dor.  So  j ' 

ty(?.  Go,you  littlefodl-— youmay  tell  it  tho\ 

Dor.  No,  ’tis  defperate,  I dare  not. 

. r CYe.{CP/ne,  jcptiae,  ;doH’t  frifle,  j;tnuft  know  it. 

you  ^fire  it,  jl  wiljqtell  you 

ithed.' 

C/o.  Nay,  no  matter  whetheryou  do  or  no. 

Dfir.  , What  pretty  Whetherrcocks— -thefe  Women  are-— 1 
fervp  ^^hepherdefs  fo  to  lje  made  a Planet,  (he’ll  wax  and 
iwwnatwkeiin  a minute.-  - 

, CVtfu  Co,  you  arc  an  idle  Boy-~b«t  good  Dorjloi  your  News. 
Dor.  The  Rivals  on  whom  that  powerful  Face  does  play 
the  Tyrant, 

— Dio.  What  Of  them  t 

Dor.  The  Amourous  couple  whom  Cufii  has  link’d  toge- 
ther, yourhrace  of  Lovers,  defice  audience, 

Clo.  Is  this  all  your  News  ? You  might  have  kept  it  to 
your  felf. 

Dor.  Now  you  know  it  I might  have  conceal’d  it . I thank 
thee  Nature  that  lara  like  to  be  a Man, for  I want  Wit  enough 
to  make  up  Woman.  But  good  Madam,  what  do  you  think 
of  Damon  ? 

Clo.  As  a Man  worthy  of  the  beft  of  Nimphs. 

Dor.  And  what  of  Alsxif  ? 

Clo.  He  deferves  the  faireft  Virgin  in  Ckilia. 

Dor.  Do,  gentle  Miftrefs,  do,  tell  me  which  you  Love. 

C 4 C/ft 


Clo.  You  little  Prattler,  why  muft  you  be  fatisfied  ?-: — 
Damonhe^of  any. 

Dor.  So,  that’s  ver; 

Clo.  Except  AlexU. 


I 


more  than 


Dor.  Becaufe  he  gives  me  early  Cherries^  and  juft  Fledg’d 
Birds  frqm  out  tjie  Nefts,  that  are  above,  my  reach.  '• 

Clo.  dh'  wohdfous  -Reafon  ^"  ^ ■'  but  fuppofe 'I  love 

neither.  i n cue  I ;rjh  ei:'  ; .--w. 

Fla.  T^eh  telFtt^^ht'fG  db  you 

“ ttjrture  th'fe’m  tolh  ^itW  eiqvidl^^^k^’^^I^'yo^'I^vej'^^ters 
Damon,  tell  'aaoi  Alexii  of  it ; nor  let  vain  hope  kindfe-defire 
in  both.  00.  r oi)  -lotinffion  .n'A  ,v.V.' 

C/o.'  Thou  'know’ft  hoW^fl#ad§HVaM  greateft 

■ ^aeplierds%f»-thi&'* *f#ieaHfeft’St<%Hi5  c'vi^tiUiliatjfptc’ibitt  Torch- 
es Hjmen  lights  • naught  but  Fears^’Jartj'tSu(>i«ioWi^|e»1bu. 

5 ftevarfd"  Cates'- mo'IeJB  tH^'y-ifSl^Poyfe  f thefe  mau  y_y^arsj ' and 
not  one  Bleffin^-CroWns't he ’g^hial'Bed>- ‘1"  '1- ■■■TiU  C^es  is 

appeafed,  I’l!  hide  my  flames,  difiemble  all  my  Sf!-'  ' 

Dor.  Diflemble,  ay,  that  they  fay  dv<Si‘ylW«?iliWA'/<<aHf;’^J — ^ 

fT'tli-^siiatfl^dMtdlfehtltioo  zuoiuomA  otlT  .toCl 
C/^.  If  you  WHI^^-i^Nof-'ftayP’etMuebaek'a^a^^^  .yx-'  . 

Dor.-Nay,'  indeed  I WiM  gd.'^'-xT  "uk  ; ,i':  t., 

■ Clo.  SNhy  Dorylai : . .i.ol  lun'j 

Dor.!  ^ ^ : , 

■ > C'M’  c'^ud'b'a'ckTfay.i^''^^  ‘‘.v.n:, a fi j 

• Doy.  Yes,'  tb  be  feW  again .i 


f e>i 


pity  in  your  Heart , I wifh  my  Tongue  had  learnt  that 
power.  ' ' • - 

C/o.  Think’ll  thou  that  Wolves  and  Tigers  Nurs’d  me  ? 

I have  a Heart  gentle  as  our  Lambs,  foft  and  melting. 

What  is  the  caufe,  you’d  moprn  I-  am  no  kin  to  Flint  and  - 

•,  '-i  . 0.  . : n - 

Marble.,  • : ^ v,  •. 

’ Fla.  If  you  'arc  Clorinda,  the  T’eirs  of  her  "whofe  Orator  ■ 

I come,  have  power  to  foften  it. « - : 

Clo.  Of  heV' What  is  it  aTemale  caufe  ? I expected 

a new  Servant Who  is  it? 

■ 'Beautipus^^*»ir/74;f,.$|^e;;^.t^^^^^  time  of.' 

’ICfm‘Rag4"  fiiacd  her  Affeaionon  a ' fcprnful. Shepherd, 

one  that  difdains  her  Love. 

Isvc-Kj  e.^u.lll  J .i-nOvm  -jav  :u  ' ‘"-/-r  , 

Clo.  pifdains  her  Loverr^Ti — tejl  thee  that-  even  s 

I think  Amartlii  fzla:,  and  that  the  proudeft.  Shepherd  on  the 

Sicilian  Plains  might  gladly  W^'her* -Bfrt  how  can  I 

ferve  this  injur’d  Nymph' it 'h  l;  ’cod  n '■  '’Ct 

FU.  This  (he  implores,,  you’d  .not  ■chbofeD^^o,'',!  : , ’Tis  ^ 
Damon  that  repays  her  Love  with  Scorn  ■j  ’tisa’Rfequell,  Ihe 
fays,  Ihe  fears  to  make,  yet-  if  -you  do  not 'grant-  it|  (he  fliall 
.^iiothye  tOs.aik  again:.-,:  '>  , j • : 

" ' f(liouljd‘  Be'  loath  to  injure  her-r-but  prethee  FUvia  . 
prefs  me  not  to  tell'  my  fecret  thoughts — ha!  my  Father 
hafte  Fla-via  and  flop  their  ent’rance;  for  in  this- Age  of  Ceres  ^ 
..wrath,  he  watches  me'as’clofe,  as  did  the  Dragon  the  Hi” 
FEuiCii  I -C 

■ " ' TExtt  Flavia^  . 


■Enter  Menalcha. 

. y • 

i ' 4 ‘ 

Men.  He  that  is  a Woman-keeper-  lhou’d  have  Eyes  a 
Hundred  more  than  Argus^  and  his  Ears  double  the'  Num- 
ber  — rWell,  what  News,  what  Letters,  Garlands, 

Rings,  or  Bracelets  Woes  to  day  ? — What  Grove  to  Night  is 
eonfcious  of  your  Whi^ersf  Corae.  tell  me,  let  me  know 
it.  ' . ■ , ■ 

Clo.  Why  does  my  Father  fear?  I do  not  Love  by  Dianay 
Bow  . I have  not  fnade  my  Choice.— -But  fixppofe  I were  in 
Love,  '.what  then?—  • 

Men.  Iwou’d  not  have  it  yet  my  Girl,  till  Love  Ftoyss 
happier,  till  wretched  Claius  has  fktisfied  the  Gods.— 

Clo.-  Why  C/4/«f,  Lat^?  ,, 

Men.  Haft  thou  not  heard  the  ftoiyi 

Clo.  Never  perfectly. 

. Men.  Thonkno^K^A  Adrajlus? 

Clo.  The  High.  Prieft  of  Ceres? 

Men.  The  fame;  He  had  a Son  min  A Melihnus,  Who  was 
the  Joy  and  Comfort  of  his  Father,  his  early  hope,  and  might 
have  ftill  been  fo,  had  not  fond  Love  undone  him. 

Clo.  How  did  Love  undo  him ! 

Men.  Thus — fair  Silvia,  a Beautious  Nymph  as  ever  Eye 
zAmkeA—JlpheJii.tns'^s  Daughter,was  by  her  Father  promifed 
him  in  Marriage. 

Clo.  Hitherto  his  Love  had  good  fuccefs. 


(7  ) 

Men.  But  baly  promis’d— for  the  Shepherd  C/rf/w^,  a Man 
aecurd  in  our  Fidds,  being  Rich,  obtain’d  the  love- 

ly Maid  from  the  difpairing  Youth',— who  when  he  faw  that 
CUius  had  pofleft  her,  he  pio'd  and  died  with  Grie/; — Adra- 
fius  Diftra6ted  for  his  only  Son,  ^does  in  his  Rage  apply  him- 

felf  to  Ceres, to  Ceres  the  moft  Sacred  of  Sicilian  Powers, 

and  begs  Revenge  orr  Silvia  ^ and  all  the  Marriage  State : 
Ceres  confented  to  his  Wilh,  and  Silvia  died,  leaving  be- 
hind hef  two  Beautious  Twins,  Fair  AmarUk  and  Mad  Amin- 
tas  \ and  ^WAdrafim  purfu’d  Revenge';  and  thus  the  Godr  - 
defs  fppke : . 

Sicilian  Swains  111  Luck  jhall  long  betidci 
To  every  Bridegroom  and  to  every  Bride ; 

No  Sacrifice,  no  Vows,  Jhall  jlUl  mine  Ire, 

’Till  Claius  Blood  both  quench  and  kindle  Fire, 

■ Ck*  Angry  and  intricate  I What  then  becomes  of » 
' Claius?  ' ■ 

Men.  Curftand  Hated  he  is  fled  from  ourS/«V/4«Ground.v- 
Now  Clorinda  thou  perceives  my,Care,  and  why  my  Steps ; 
fb  clofely  .watch  thy  Aftions. 

Clo.  I prorai'fe,  S/>,  . never  to  Marry  till  the  Goddets  isap* 
peafed. 

Men.  Well  Paid  my  Daughter— and  Cem  blefs  thee, 
for’t. 

Clo.  But  what  my  Father  meant  the  Oracle,  about  Adra- 
Jlus  Daughter,  the  iiivtVrania  !-- 

V 

Men.  The  Gods,  Clorinda,  are  always  Jufl  ; and'tho 
they  punilh’d  as  he  ask’d,  yet  not  approving  his  Revengeful 
Wiih',  they  , have  Curft  his  Daughter  with  an  impoffibie  ' 
Dowry.  The  words  are -thefe  ; 


V 


(?;■)) 


* . ' 


* ■'  / i’-'  ‘ a; 

^That  which  thou  hafi  not^-^tnaffi  not^^canfl  not  h^ve] 

' Atnititas r;  £- 
• ' Rejihopelefs  in,  thy  Love^  orelfe  Diviney  y^,  ; 

• • • Togive  llvaili^’t^i^,  andijhe  u thine.  .;  -[  t J,  ,7';^ 


> 


Which  while  .the  ^oov  "Amintoi  ftrove.to  interpret,,  he  loft 
his  Wits— Take.heed  of  Love,  C/tfr/W^j-i-Coche^  tny  Daugh-  , 
ter,  let  us  to  bur  Flocks.  _ . p'uv.  T aupr 'uuaa  ov/j 

Ch.  I’ll  but  rtiake  a Garjand  for,myf  .ICid,and  fcito\y,,you--  ^ 
—What  a fad  tale  of  Love  has  here  befen!— in  ,my  Con-,' 
fcience,  I’m  as  dull  as  a Rainy  Day — Dorjlas  ^ where  are 
.you ? Vo;-^W '-1.  '.fcii.ijiP, 

' • 'iV'  ■/  . ! Ci4 ''-.v.t.  "'v.T^  O i,' 

- . fiWffr  Dorylasi';' , 


Dor.  Here,  Madamy^nA  all  the  Kymphs-  andr5vtrains.  are 
come  to  pay  their  Morning  Sacrifices,  and  Pipe  and  Dance 
before  Clori»d4.  \'  <sr:>  iv:  '.,.  b-fl  i .'  I H hr.'sf'di.O  .i*  ' 


fn 
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7 . . Enter  'Divoton  and  Alexis,-  -Nymfhs'dnd' 


11.  J 


and  Dance. 

..y- - ) y.u  1..  ' I’/Vv*  £ExiK 

• • Damon;-. Alexis',  Clorinda  .?/?iD.orylas,  r\.; 

ua.-^b' -'i;?  ' yv.V,' 

Clo.  So  .^-here’s  my  conftant;  AttendariCje,— now  for  my 
Equivocating  temper— How  now  bold' Intruders,  .lip w dare 
.you  ftay  when  all  the  reft  are  gone  i V" 

Danr,  CmeVClorinda,,  let  pity  pierce  thy!  Snowy  preaft, 

and  find  a'palTage  to  thy  Heart.' , 

DorilL  Well  faid  Dajnon  ! now  for  Alexis.  " ' , - 

. ■ . ' ' Alfx. 


(9  )'- 

■Alex.  Clorindd,  whofe  Name,  like  a Rich  Cordial,  chears 
my  drooping  .Soul ; who  is>  in  her  Nature  harmlefs  as  her 
Kids,  and  in  her  Form  bright  as  the  Evening  Star,  thus  lov/ 
we  kneel,  to  implore,  what  known,  to  one  of  us  proves 
fatal. 

D/Jw.Say  Charming  Maid  which  is  the  happy  Man ; the 

Wretch  refufed  will  die,  — -and  ne’er  offend  you 

more. 

Clo.  Since  you  are  grown  fo  Impatient , and  won’t  be 
anfwer’d  with  inodeft  fllence,  know— 

Dor.  Aye  now — now  we  Ihall  know'. 

Clo.  I wifh  you  happy. 

Alex,  Me,  Clorinda! 

Clo.  Yes,  more— I wilh  I were  thy  Wife. 

Dam.  Oh!  moft  unfortunate. 

Alex.  Oh.'  Excefs  of  Joy! 

Clo.  And,  Damoxy  vvhatdoft  thou  think  I wilh  thee? 
Dam.  What  you  have  made  me  j Miferable. 

Clo.  That  thou  wert  my  Husband. 

^ Dam.  Oh  / Happinefs. 

Dor.  Ha,  ha,  the  old  trick  again.  (_Apde. 

' Still  more  perplex’d  : — what  then  am  I ? — 

Clo.  My  Head,  Alexis. 

Dam.  What  I? 

Ch.  My  Heart.— You  my  Right  hand,— you  my  Left,— 

’Tis  hard  to  fay  which  Youth  I moR  defire, 

Damor/s  ray  llame,  Alexis  is  my  fire : 

Neither  Swain  1 can  refolve  to  iole  • t 

When  equal  Meric  meets— what  Nymph  can  choofe? 

Exit. 

D Dor. 


Cio,y 

Dor.  ThercV  another  Riddle  for  you'}  your  Servant  Gentle* 
men,  C 

Alex.  Damon,  defift  thy  Suit ; thou.heard’ft  her  wi(h  (he 
w-ere  my  Wife. 

Dam.  To  me  fhe  gave  the.greater  Title— the  Husband— 

I am  her  Flame. 

Alex.  But  I the  folid  Fire.— She  ftill  conceals  her  purpofe  j 
With  doubtful,  words  (he  masks  her  fecret  thoughts.  . 

■ Dam.  Once  more  we’ll  urge  her  Anfwerj  which  if  (he 
continues  to  deny,  ,our  Spears  muft  end  the  long  difpute,  and 
leave  but  one  that  can  be  happy. . 

Alex’-.  T ill  then  agreed.-: . C Exit  Alex. .. 

Amarillis.*.  ' 

Dam.  Hii—Amarillis.hevt  I I had  had  rather  meet  a Lyon - 
in  my  Fold,  or  a Tyger  in  purfuit  of  Prey-r-for  the  more  (he 
Loves,  the  more  my.  Hate  encreafes.^ 

, A'mar.  Stiy  .cx\xq\  - Damon,  fly  me  not,*  for  thee  • I’ve  left 
my  tender  Lambs,  nor  care  I if  they  ftray^^Now  uncon-  . 
trould  the  Ravenous  Wolf  may  feaft  his  hungry  Jaws  ; as. 
Damon  Am arillis  leaves,  carelefs  of  .her  moans,  fo  (he  neg- 
lects her  bleeting  Fldcksi  ■ 

Damr  Away  fond  Nymph,-  Love  is  'not  in  my  power,  thy  - 
Charms  are  loft  on  me  '.—Clorinda  does  engrofs  my  Heart, 
and  leaves  no,  room-for  any,  other  Flame*  . " 

Amar.  Gentle  Damon  accept  this  witnefi  oL  my  PaflJon, 
■’tis  the  ftGry.,.of  poor  Eeho,  that  for  Love. of  her  Nardjfns 
pw-i’d..into,a.Yoice.. , 


Dam. 


: _ X '■*'*  ) ' 

- Dam.  Why  Ihou’d  I take  it  fair  one,  I oiily  can  beftow 
it  at  Clorinda^s  Feet. . 

Jmar.  Do  fo  then; — for  (he  that  does  poflefs  thy  Heart, 
deferves  what  gives.  Behold,  in  me,  the  Emblem 

of  Difpair  5 no  Garlands  bind  thefe  Temples  now,  my  loofe 
V dilhelved  Hair  is  fport  for  Winds,  uncurl’d  the  poor  neg- 
legfted  trefles  hang,  and.all  that  feeme,  read  in  my  looks, 
that  I am  by  Love  undone.  ' , ' 

Dam.  Away,  detain  me  not— Flames  (hall  dd'cend,  and 
ftagnate  Waters  rife,  the  Lamb  flwll  fearlefs  with  the  Lyon 
play,  all  Nature  be  reversy — e’er  I in  thought  my  conftanc 
Vows  remove,  or  wifli  for  any  but  ClorinAa\  Love. 

£ Exit, 

Jmar,  Oh  difinal  Sentence-«j-when  will  my  Sorrows  end  ? 

Lies  down. 


Enter  Flavia. 


Fla,  How  fares  my  Amarillis  ? 

Jmar.  Like  a Glimering  Tapers  fickly  Light,  almoft  burnt 
out — now  and  then  a little  flafli,  but  foon  ’tis  dark  again 
Oh  / Flavia.,  I can  not  long  fubfift—  for  the  vain  labour  of 
my  fond  purfuit,  deftroys  ray  tender  frame. 

Fla,  Sad  Vrania,  like  you,  numbers  the  Hours  with  her 
Tears,  for 'Mad  — Oh!  Ceres,  dreadful  Goddefs, 

when  will  thy  anger  end  ? 

D '2 


. On  me  the  avenging  Rod  is  heavy,'  Ammas 

Loves— did  fo—  Oh,  with  pleafure  cou’d  / bear  the 

pain— it  wou’d  be  extafie,  the  very  thought  rekindles  Life 
and  Joy.  ■ ' 


Fla.  J'miftus  Loves,  ’fis  true ; and  dear  that  Love  has 
colL 


I . 


Mad  as  the  Winds,  he  leeks  each- Grove'and  Plain,  ■ •' 

.Repeating  Hill  tlie  words  that  turn’d  his JBrain  : 

That  which  thou  hafi  not,  m/ifJl  hof-'ciMjJt  Istve,  V * 
Aminias  the  DoAwy  which ;I  f 

I > U j kjV  i ? JCJ  J * / • • I i A*  c*  ^ ‘ 

^ T 


Do’ll-  not  think  that  lovely  Maid^  lias  'greater  caufe  than 
th&,  thus  to  be  croft  in  the  height  of  alPher  Wifhes?  Juft 
in  the  profpeaof  ■a.Pproachins,bhfs,^jhejpr^adej theft 
' ing  hope  deftroys.—  " ' • 

In-vain,  kind  Maid,  thou  woud’ft  footli  me  with 
anothers  Grief,  or  hope  a^yiate  mine,  1 pitty  her— -but 
why  do  / pretend  to  pitty, "who  dye' for  want  of  itmyfelf? 
• / prethee  Fla'iha  get  me  fome  Mufick'to  lull  my  Cares  a- 
' fieep-— and  calm  my  TI>pu£hts  that,  drive.,  me  to,^^di- 

ftraftipn..  ' . , , , - , o- 

!'/,•’  •!  "i'.:.  J’ ",  i/l.i.i^Sits  doivn. 

. : i‘  : ' -iin.!  .liiil  irru)  or^R  '.Vo.t 

. 7 ' to:  ■: 

< • t 


, . , \ »■>>-  V \ ' I 
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f 
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c ny 


A so 


FI  E Atnarlllis,  ceafe  to  Grieve^  ^ ^ ^ ? ! 

For  him  thou  never  can(l  retrieve  ; 
Wilt  thoufigh  for  one  thaf flies  thee  f 
‘Scorn  the  Wretch  that  Love  denies  thee  ; 
Call  Pride  to  thy  aid^ 

' And  be  not  afraid 
Of  ineeting  a Srvain  that  is  kind^- 
As  hanfome  he 
Perhaps  he  may  he^ 

' At-4eaflr  a -more 


Oh  ! Cupid  make  him  feel  her  Pain^ 
Oh!  let  him  Sigh  and Wtjh  in  vain  • 
Let  him  f urfue  the  haughty  Fair, 
And  jlill  meet  nothing  but  di flair  . 
And  may  he  ne^ er  find 
^ A Nymfh  that  is  kind^ 

Islor  let  his  Paffion  meet  return 
May  he^ahnay s he.hev^,y 
She  always  deceuve^ 

May  he  flill  in  fruit lefs  fires  hurn^ 


Amar.  7 did ^ not  ask  thee  for  a Song  like  this;  / can  neVrv 
ccnfeiit  to  Curfe  him  -.  May  he  be  over  blefed,  whilft  1. 
employ  my  Melancholly'  hours  in  gathering  the  mournful^ 
Cyprefs,  the  baleful  Yew,  and  the  lorfaken  Willow  ; Of 
thelb  / will  millerious  Chaplets  weave  | and  all- e^ptelTing 
favlnefs..  - ' 

No> 


, \ 


{ *4  ) 

No  dawn  of  Comfort  (hall  my  thoughts  employ, 
Banilh’d  for  ever  be  thatftranger  ; 

Sorrow  within  my  Breaft  her  Court  (hall  keep  5 
And  my  full  Eyes  (hall  never  leave  to  weep, 

Till  Ceres  pitying  my  incelTant  Moan, 

Turns  me,  likeWw^f,  to  fenfelefs  Stone. 


Ths  End  of  ibifirfi  AU: 


The  Grove  continues , 

Adraftus  ani  Urania. . 

Sir,'  perfwade  me  not  to  break  my 
Vow,  Angels  Eloquence  can  never  Force- 
me  from  Jmintas — ’Tis  rooted  here  fo  deep  within  my  Heart, 
that  who  attempts  to-  draw  it  forth , breaks  the  twifted 
Threads  afunder.  . 

JdraJ}.  Fond  Vraftia,  is  thy  ungovern’d  Paflion  grown 
to  fuch  a height  that  you  can  doat  to  this  Degree  upon  the 
curfed  Race  of 

Vra;t.  I have  often  heard  you,  your  felf,  moft  Reverend 
Sir,  declare  the  mighty  Power  of  Love,  he  can  unite 
the  Wolf  and  Lamb,  force  the  Lyon  to  forget  his  Majefty^ 
and  .in  amorous  Daliance.  fport  with  the  bounding  Kid  — 
And  Fe^ius  Links,  in  the  fame  Carr,  the  ravenous  Kite 
and  milder  Swan— and  yoaks  the  Necks  of  Eagles  and 
peaceful  Doves  together— Whenever  flte  Commands,  all 
-Things  lofe  their  Antipathy  i even  ■ contrarities  are  - join, 
ed- — Shall  I alone  refill  her  Will?  No,  Ami nt is,  my 
Cgoftant  Faith  (hall  Ihew  I wo,  not.. . 


Adrift^ 


( i6  ) 

Adnjl.  Thy  Love  before  had  fome  Excufe,  but  now- 
To  Court  Diftraftioo,  to  follow  ( ne  who  has  no  Guide, 
but  Madnefs,  . Ihovi^s^  diflempfr.ed  MindJ.n.thee  Vrania. 

VyA.-?.  5hal!  I -^.y  ,-the  111 , of  which  I am  the  Fatal 
Caule  — Is  he  npfjMad  for  me  ? Is  it  nOt  for  me  the  Curfe 
of  Ceres  is  upon  htim’?  The  only  Comfort  I Lave  left,  is  with 
my  Tears,  to  watch  hisStartsof  Frenzy,  and  think  as  wild- 
ly' as  he  tajks Ahd.'fuice  ,the  Oracle  forbids , our  Nuptial. 
Rites,  we  may  at  leaft  have  leave  to  wed  our  Griefs  to. 

: . t-,  . , 

t i,  '■  ; ■ 

Adrafi.  Heaven  knows  I Pitty  thee— -And if  I durft,  I’d 
move  again  the  Goddefs.,  but  thou  k no  weft,  throughout  all 
Sicily,  we  have  no  Echo  fince  the  dreadful  (turfe  of  Ceres 
came;.  Echo,  that  wont  of  Old  her- gracio.us  Anfvvers  to 
Convey,  and  blefsthe  Glad;  inquiring  Prieft;- no  whom  the 
Altar  nought  but  Groans  and  Thunders  Iflue,  and  Frights 
•the  pious  Shepherds  from  the  Temple. 

i .i  : ^ . 1 - ...  • 

Amintas,  Amarillis  itWFlavia.  . , , 

'"Jrsis!,  See ! See  ! The  poor  Awisitas  comes—  Oh  ; Ceres, 
hear  a wretched  Virgins  Prayer,:  Calm  his  Sick  Mind,  and 
Cure  my  fad  Dil'pair.  . . • ^ ; 

Jdrajl.  Tins  Objedt  ftrikes  my  aking  Sight,  and  now;  I 
Vi'ilh  1 nad  buried  my  Revenge  in  MeUbeus.  Grave  •,  I’ll  to  the 
Altar  and  beg  for  Mercy,  and  implore  Great  Ceres  quickly 
to  fend  tlie  impious  CUius  to  my  Hand, 'that  his  Blood  may 
faiislie  her  Ire.  .[  Cs(.  3 


Arnint‘ 


-(  i?  ) 

Jmmt.  That  which  I have-not,  may  not,  cannot  have  . 
it  is  the  Moon— Ay,  ’tis  the  Moon— thou  fhalt  wear 
the  horned  Goddefs  at  thy  beautjous  Ear.  Where  are  my 
Slaves  — Haft,  bring  me  the  airy  Pegafus ; I’ll  mount  him 
ftreightj  and  Spur  him  to  the  Orb. 

FJa.  Have  Patience  gentle  Youth. 

Ur  an.  Dear  AmintAs 

Amint.  What  fays  my  Citherea , would’ft  thou  eat  a Gol- 
' den  Apple  ? If  thou  wilt,'  by  Ferns  I’ll  rob  the  HtJj>erU/t 
Orchard 

Amar.  Try  to  reft  a While,  my  Brother. 

Amint. -^xt  thou  my  Sifter  Helen?  What  were  we 
hatch’d  in  the  fame  Egg-lhell— Bid  Charon  inftantly  prepare 
his  Boat,  I’d  row  to  Hell.  ^ 

Ur  an.  To  Hell  my  dear 

Amint.  Ay,  to  borrow  Money. 

Vran.  Borrow  there 

Amint.  There,  ay,  there  is  the  only  Place-— Hark  ye,  i’ll 
tell  you,  there  is  more  Uferers  in  Hell  than  in  all  the  World 
belldel  — Hark,-  the  Winds  rifes.  Puff,  Puff,  Boreas!  — 
What  a Guft  was  there!  See  what  a Cloud  comes  yon- 
der!— ^Take  heed  of  that  Wave  Charon — Ha,  give  me  the 
Oars — We  fink  J We  fink  ! The  Boat  is  overturned — Ha,  ha, 

ha,  Charon's  dxQ'NKdi — But  I’ll  fwim  to  Shoar.  ^ i_Fals. 

# 

FUvia,  Oh/  Help  the  poor 

Ur  an.  Oh!  Cem,  can  thy  All-feeihg  Eye  behold  this  Ob- 
jeft,  and  yetreftrain  thy  Pity. 

E 


Amar- 


( i8 ; 

AMir.  Sure  there’s  not  a Nimph  on  the  Sicilian  Plains 
curft  like  Amaryllis ; wer’t  not  enough,  thou  dreadful 
Goddefs,  to  make  me  bear  the  Wrecks  of  a neglected 
Love— But  as  if  the  heavenly  Senate  all  decreed  my  Punifh- 
ment,  my  Father  to  an  eternal  Exile  doom’d,  and  my  poor 
Brother  rob’d  of  all  his  Senfes. 

Vran.  Let  me,  FUvia,  relieve  thy  Cares,  and  reft  my 
dear  Amintas.  ^ C Sits  down  by  him, 

Amintas.  Who  calls  Amintas^Beautions  Prefer  pine,  ’tis 
Qie—(^rifes  )— Fair  Eraprefs  of  the  Elizian  Shades — Ceres’s 
bright  Daughter,  interceed  for  me,  perfuade  thy  Mother  to 
leave  talking  Riddles,  won’t  thou  ? 

Vran.  How  (hall  1 apply  my  felf  to  his  wild  PalTion! 

Amar.  Seem  what  he  conceives  you. 

Amint.  Thou  fupream  Goddefs  of  Eternal  Night,  beg  of 
immortal  Ceres  that  I may  wed  Vrania.  ' * 

■Draw. ’Tis  my  Prayers,  and.fttall.be  ever, 

Amint.  Let  me  Seal  your  Promife  on  thlsbeautious  Hand- 
Ha  / Pluto  is  jealous,  and  fee  Vrania  mounts  above, 
ft  arts  up  ... 

, ■ _ , ; . ; • . . V . 

___  t r 

The  Mad  Song  Sung  by  Mrs;.  Bracegirdle. 

I 4 ' 

' \ - f 

Hafiygiv^  me  Wings  andlet  me  fly^ 

That  I may  mount  thejlarry  Sky^ 

And  there^  of  all  the  Gods  enquire 
How  I mayjquench  my  fierce  Defire  : 

See  where  the  charming  Nymph  does  lie^ 

Oh  ! Give  her  to  me^  or  I die. 

Ill  mount  above  and  Rejeue  my  Sire^ 

And  Vll  tumble  the  Tyrant  doivn^ 

He 
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-He  fhall  not  dare  to  Embrace  my  fair, 

Tho*  grac'd  with  tP  Imperial  Crown. 

See!  See!  ISle^tune  with  his  watry  Train^ 
ComCy  come^ye  Tritons,  come  all  ail  around. 
Come  F lunge  me  in  the  watery  Main, 

And  all  my  Flames  confound. 

Enter  Clorinda  and  Dorylas. 


Clor.  Ah,  Poor  Amintas! 

Vran.  Forgive  us  fair  Clorinda,  for  we  muft  follow  hiift. 

C Ex.  Uran.  Araar.  and  Flavia. 

Clor.  Do,  and  may  your  pious  Care  reftore  him  j what 
was  it  ’howwas’t  faying,  my  little  Impertinent  > 

Dor.  I told  you,  Madam,  Alexis  was  to  wait  on  you. 

Clor.  f^Anot  Damon? 

Der.  Yes,  both. 

Clor.  Both!  One  had  been  too  many Was  ever 

Nymph  perplex’d  as  I am  ? Ye  fawcy  Boy,  you’ll  never 

Icsrn  niv  Humour* 

Dor.  And  yet  I watch  the  Weather-cock  every  Moment, 

Methinks  I’d  fain  have  you  chufe  n, 

Clor  You’d  fain  have  me  chufe  ^ httle  Boys  thould  fquare 
their  Wifhes  to  their  Ladies  likings ; youll  never  thrive, 
myLad.ifyoulearntocontradia 

Dor.  Who,  Icontradid Indeed,  indeed  Madam, 

tho’  ail  the  Swains  commended  Florimell,  becaufe  you  faid 

ihe  wasnothandfome— —The  next  Time  I faw  her, 

methought  flie  was  fo  ugly  flte  frighted  me. 

Clo.  Go  you  little  Flatterer. 


•I’ll  withdraw. 


Dor.  Damon  and  Alexis  Madam 

and  watch  your  Father,  and  Study  to  oblige. my  gentle 

Miftrefs. 

E 2 
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Enter  Darnon  and,  Alexis. 

Dam.  Once  more  Chrinda  we  appear  before  you  y de* 
termine  thou  fair  Miftrels  of  our  Hearts,  and  let  thy  Tongue 
declare  thy  Choice  ; for  whilft  yoif  hold  us  thusinExpefta. 
tion,  you  play  the  Tyrant  equally  on  him  you  hate,  as 
much  as  him  you  love. 

Clor.  Thou  Damon,  art  the  glory  of  .all  the  Woods,  and 
thou  Alexis,  the  Pride  of  all  the  Plains. 

Alex.  Thus  your  ambitious  Words  ftill  delude  us  on. 

Dam.  Give  us  fome  Sign  which  you  intend  for  Happi- 
nefs. 

Clor.  I will. 

f Takes  Damon’/  Garland  and  xvears  it 

on  her  own  Head,  and  puts  her  own  on  Alexis. 


Clo.  Damon,  as  Ivaluethee,fo  JFow 

To  wear  this  Garland  that  adorn'd  thy  Brow  y 
This  wreath  of  Flowers,  Alexis,  ivhich  were  mine-, 

Becaufe  thou  lov'Jl  me,  truly  jhallbethine, 

Dam.O^.'  happy  Ds.m.on\  jhe  tl^  Garland  wears. 

That  holds  thy  Heart  chain'd  in  her  lovely  Hairs.  ' 

Alexis,  1 doubly  blejl,  this  Garland  once  did  twine 
About  her  Head,  that  now  Embraces  mine-. 

Dam.  OurDirputesareendlefs— — we  flilT  are  in  a La-^ 
byrinth  ; cur  Darts  muft  point  the' Way  that  onemuftgo> 
lincefair  Clorinda  does  refufe  our  Sentance, 

Alex.  Follow  me  to  the  Foot  of  yonder  Hill,  and  in  the 
Cyprefs  Vale  we’ll  end  the  Strife,  and  Clorinda  (hall 
have  left  no  Choice.  , 

Clor. 
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Clor.  Oh!  flay — I command  you,  flay — what  fhaU  I 
do,  I muftnot  fufferthem  to  Fight,  nor  muft  my  Soul  de. 

' rMa'e. 

Refolve,  fair  Maid — »»oi  we’llrefolve. 

Cf&r.  Cruel  J/exis Say  which  of  you  would  fee  on 

either  Hand  a ravenous  Wolf  one  Tnatching  from  his  Ewe 
a tender  Lamb,  the  other  watching  for  a Gentle  Kid  that 
could  refolve  which  to  Succour  firft?  — he  fees  his  Kid  half  in 

the  Ja.wsof  Death viewing  his  Lamb  in  greater 

Danger,  runs  to  that  again,  as  doubtful  which  to  lofe  and 
fain  wou’d  lave  them  both,  fo  fares  it  now  with  me’  No 
Stratagem  to  bring  me  off,  andtbfeeure  their  Safety.  [Jde. 


•Enter  Dorylas 


Dor.  Ah!  Miftrefs,  look  on  me,  fee  how  your  poor  Dor/- 
las  has  been  ufed, 

Clor.  Why,  what’s  the  Matter  > 

Dor,  You  talk  of  Love  and  Cupids,  I have  been 
with  Thoufand  Cupids.  ' . 

Dam.  Tiie  meaning  of  this  Riddle. 

Dor.  Ihave  beenamongfta  Swarm  o{  Mr  Clorindas  Bees. 
Clor.  The  pureft  Wax  give  Damon,  gentle  Boy,  and  the 
Honey  to  Alexis. 

Dor.  Now  will  the  Honey  and  the  Wax  fall  together  by 
^^leEars.  _ _ _ 

Dam.  This  plain  Sign  confirms  her  grant  ^ 

She  gave  me  Wax  to  feal  the  Covenant. 

Dor.  Well  argu’d  for  theWax,  now  for  the  Honey,  [ajide.' 
Alex.  To  me  (he  gave  the  Honey,  that  muft  be 

The  fweeteft  r and  the  fweeteft  fweet  is  (he. 

Dor.  Aye!  the  Honey  is  the-fweeteft  that’s  certain,  ^aflde. . 


Dan 
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Dan,.  I fee  Alexis,  all  Clorindas^ees  ferve  but  to  Sting  uS 

What  is  the  Matter  gentle  Swains,  is  your  Difpute 
not  ended  ? 

Jlez.  No ; but  it  will  be  foon,  come  Damon. 

Dam.  Alexis,  come.  ; 


dor  Hold  Shepherds,  I have  fworn  never  to  difclofe, 
■which  ’it’s  the  beft  I Love— but  that  firft  Nymph,  as  foon  as 
guilds  the  Eaftern  Mountains,  and  Chinping  Birds  the 
Monitm-s  of  Day,  ring  in  our  Ears  a Warning  to  Devotion, 
fo  that  everbleffed  Damfel,  whofoe’er  (he  be.lhall  be  the 
Goddefs,  to  appoint  my  Love ; to  fay,  Clorinda,  this  (hall  be 
your  Choice  •,  and  both  (hall  fwear  to  reft  by  her  award. 


Both.  By  fair  Qlormdas  Hand  we  fwear. 

Clor.  Till  then  be  Friends: 

Both.  Till  then  we  will.  , ^ , 

Clor.  So  once  more  I have  made  up  the  Quarrel. 

-Dor.  Only  to  fall  out  again,  to  morrow  Morning  I fuppofe. 

[^Aftde. 


Amarillis,  Urania  W Flavia. 

Vran.  Whether  would’ft  thou  fair  Amaryllis^ 

Amar.  Stay  me  wox.Vrania. 

Dor.  More  Cupids,  more  Bees,  more  dinging  yet. 

Amar,  Away  ye  ufelefs  Treffes — —thus I’ll  tear  you  off, 
again  I have  met  him,  and  again  1 am  fcornd,  weak 
Chains— my  Pride  prefunVd  you  had  Power  to  fetter  He- 
roes, and  in  amorous  Bonds  lead  any  Shepherd  Captive. 

Vran,  Dear  Amaryllis  — 

Amar^ 
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Jmar.  But  Damon  breaks  thee  like  a Spiders  Loom,  and 
thou  poor  Face  thatwer’tlb  oft  bely’d  for  Fair  and  Denutious 

by  my  flattering  Glafs 4’ll  tear  thefe  Crimfcn  Rofes  ' 

from  thy  Cheeks,  pull  out  thefe  Eyes  that  have  no  Power 
to  move,  dalh  this  burning  Fi'ame  to  Attorns,  and, fcatter 
Love  around.  \_Strugles,  they  hold  her. 

Clo.  What  'mearis  my  Amaryllis. 

4mar.  Since  Dasnon  hates  my  Life,  I’ll  try  to  pleafe  even 
in  my  Death— This  Dart  I’ll  give  him  on  my  bended  Knees, 
and  beg  of  him  a Fate  moft  welcome, 

Clor.  Live  rather,  and  defpife  his  Love,  fcorn  this  Dif- 
daiftof  I was  born. 

. Jmar.  I fhould  wrong  Clortnda.  No,  no,  poflefs  him  - 
the  Treafureof  the  Earth,  my  lateft  Words  lhall  be  m.y 
Prayers  for  you,  milAVrania,  Sifter  in  Blood  to  Damon.,  not 
in  Affection.  Nymph,  take  this  Pipe,  it  was  a Iritons 
once,  with  which  I call’d  my  Lambkins  when  they  ftrayed, 
’tis  the  laft  Gift  of  ’ ’ 

Vran.  Live,  happy  Shepherdefs,  andufeitftili. 

Jmar.  To  you  Clorinda,,  unmolefted,  I bequeath  my. 
Darnon. 

Clor.  Thq’you  give  me  what  was  mine  before:  come  a-, 
morous  Maid,  be  ruled  by  me^  call  in  thy  raging  Griefs,  this  , 
Night  we’ll  Sleep  together.  , ’ 

Dor.  There  will  be  Fine-dreaming.  ^afide. 

Clor.  A happy  Night  to  Fair  Vrania, . 

idran.  The  like  to  her  that  pities  the  diftrefs’d  Amaryllvs. 

C Ex.  Clor.  and  Amar. 

I have  no  Power  to  Sleep- whilft  my  Amimas  wakes— 
Gome  my  Dear  Flavia,  let  us  fit  down  'upon  this  Bed  of 
Flowers,  I heard  Amintas  Voice 'within  the  Grove,  here 
■we’ll  watch  his  Evening  Walk,  Mad  as  he  is,  my  Eyes  De-  - 
light  to  View  him— Thou  Flavta  ever  pitieft  the  Diftrefs’d  . , 
Do  I not  trefpafs  much  upon  thy  gentle  Nature. , 


VUi;.  , 


( ; 

FU.  Why  does  Vrini^  doubt  her  FUvu  ? Be  Witnefs, 
Ceres,  the  highth  of  my  Ambition  has  been  to  ferve  the 
miferable,  Bill  to  attend  and  footh  their  Cares. 

C Thej  fit  dorvn 


Enter  Claius. 

Cla.  I fee  the  Smoak  fteam  from  the  Cotage  Top,  the. 
■fearfu  Houfe  w iferakes  the  Embers  up,  all  hulh’d  to  Bed,  — 
Silence  beft  fuits  my  Woe.  Oh  / thou  peaceful  Vale,  1 the 
wretched  Claius  Salute  thy  happy  Soil  . I that  have 
lived  condemned  by  Ceres  Curfe,  in  a Place  as  horrid  as  ray 
Griefs,  lathe  Ljbian  Mountains,  thefe  Sixteen  Frozen  Win. 

ters prefs’d  by  hard  Famine  and  Difpairi  I wou’d  at 

once  have  put  an  end  to  Mifery,  by  Plunging  from  a ben- 
ding Rock  into  the  Ambient  Sea,  had  not  fome  facred  Power 
reftrained  me  ^ — by  an  Old  Shepherd  I receiv’d  the  News, 

that  myJmintasWlts  were  loft ftreight  to  the  Sun  I made 

my  Prayers : Oh  ! Pheehus,  if  there  be  Sovereign  Power,  in 
juice  of  Herbs,  and  that  the  teeming  Earth  yields  Medici- 
nal Flowers  to  Cure  all-  Maladies,  grant  me  the  Knowledge 
of  the  healing  Art,  that  I may  help  my  wretched  Son.  The 

God  was  pleas’d  to  hear  my  Prayers 1 have  a Recipe 

wou’d  put  Oreftes  in  his  Wits'  again ha  ! who  lits 

there  ? ho,  ’tis  Flavia,  on  whofe  Bolbra  leans  a beautious 
Nymph  to  me  unknown  ; 1 am  fb  alter’d  by  my  Curs’d 
Misfortunes,  that  fure  Flavia  can’t  remember  me.  The 
Oracle  defires  my  Blood  for  Sacrafice , and  old  Jdrajfus, 
with  inveterate  Hate,  ftill  feeks  it,  yet  I will  venture  All  to 
lave  my  Son. 

Enter  Amintas  irhh  a Horn  in  his  Hand  and  a Shepherd, 

f A Horn  within, 
A?nint, 
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■Amnt.  Afharp  Scent,  and  quick,  fo  ho,  ho,  ho.  fo  ho 
Rt»gwood,  JoUr,  Whitefoot,  So  ho,  fo  ho.  . 

Shep.  So,  I (hall  be  the  whole  Kennel  of  Dogs  anon 

Jmo,  Vulcan,  Venuf,  fo  ho,  ho,  ho,  fo  ho 
no,  no.  ^ 

Shep.  What  Heavenly  Puppy  ami! 

time  for  dear  Ami n fas  now  to  think  of 

Reii. 


Amint,  So  ho,  Verftie^  Vertue^  Vertue^  fo  ho. 

•r  yertue  a Dog  too  > Wou’d  I were  liane’d 

It  1 11  have  any  of  it  for  that  Trick. 

Amnt.  What ! Doft  not  fcent  it  yet  > Clofe,  clofe  you 
- Dog  By  the  Cur  hunts  Counter,  {beats  the  Shepherd,') 

Shep.  Oh,  good  Mafter.  - . 

Amint.  So,  now  he  has  got  it  again — You  Mungril  will 
~ you  never  ftart  me  this  Oralce  > ’ 

^tart  an  Oracle  ! Oh  Cupid  / ftart  it  who  will  for  me 
1 11  not  ftart  it. 

'Dran.  Still  on  the  Oracle  his  Mind  does  run.  O faith- 
lul  Swain 


Shep.  Why  an  Oracle  is  no  Hair,  Sir. 

Aniint.  You  lie,  it  is — and  feuds  away  fo  fwift,  we  cannot 
reach  it. — Unkennel  it;  I fay.  ' 

>S'%.  Unkennel  if? 

1 Ay > Tis  a Fox — a cunning  crafty  Fox:  No 

body  knows  which -way  to  find  him.  Spring  it,  I 
fay.  ° 

Sir,  I fay,  I can  neither  ftart,  unkennel,  nor  fpring, 
and  had  rather  be  afleep  than  hunting  Otacles. 

_ Cla.  Oh,  my  unhappy  Son!  I’ll  fpeak  to  him  : A hunt- 
ing, Sir,  fo  late. 

Amittt.  Didft  ever  fee  a finer  Hound,  old  Shepherd  > 1 
think  the  World  cann’t  afford  his  Equal ! 


( 


F 


Uran, 
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Vraf;.  Courteous  Stranger,  humour  his  Diftraftion,  and; 

pcrfwade  him  home.  , . , 

Cla.  I’ll  do  my  heft  to  ferve  you.---What  Breed  is  he  - 

of?  - ' 

True  I’ll  afftire  you.  ■ 

> Shep.  Why  fure  they’ll  not  perfwade  me  into  a Dog.. 
Why,  sir,  I fay  am  no  Dog.  ■ 

’Tisfalfe,  thou  art,  and  of  s Breed. 

- Clar.  How  defcended  ? « 

As  thus wa^  the  Sire  of 

sre  a„dx-  *e , 

Dam  of  this  Gur. 

^Sbep.-  So  then:,  Oribafus  was  my  Great-Grand-Father.' 
though  i .be  a Dog,  I come  of  a good  Family. 

Aminu  Hift,  hift,  hift-:  Here, . fetch'  my  Glove:  This. 
Spaniel'  will'  fetch'  and'  carry  .1  mi ,;  run,_ 

Ay,  that  r will,  to  Bed,  let  who  ; will  looMojhy 

'Ma'dmari.  ••  - ' ' _ ' • 

Bdv.  Why  gaze  you  thus  ?'— You  w'ou’d  not  frohck  with 
poor  Amhtass  Madnefsi ' ’T would  ilbbefcera  your  Age  to 

make.  our  Griefs  your  Paftime;  ^ ' ■ ' ' ' 

CU  NotT-  Ceres.  Tears,  youll betray  me:  my  Eyes 
.re  full  of  this  moft  noble  Shepherd.'  Who  has.not  h^rd 
SwiKhaVctos'd  the  Boar  how 

■ the  VWves.,  Oit  thcBarkof  every.  Tree,  to  Nairrys^eo- 


A 
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<^raven  Now  fome  balefui  Planet  rules,  whoie  poifo- 
nous  Influence  turns  that  glorious  Courage  mto  Wild- 

nefs. 

\ 

Amint.  Tell  me,  Nymph,  Why  do’s  that,  old 
Man  weep?  Has  the  Oracle  pronouutd  a Dowry  tor 

*^^^2»r^C:ompaffion  brought  that  Dew  upon  his 

Ami^t.  ril  kifs  his  Tears  away.  Come,  let’s  put 

• our  Heads  together , and  we  will  expound  the  O- 
Tsiclc 

cL.  Say,  kind  Nymphs,  how  came  hfe  thus  ? What 

• was  the  Caufe  of  his  Diftraftion  ? j r r>  * 

Amint.  Me,  do  you  mean?  I run  mad  after  Poetry, 
and  loft  my  Wits  with  making  of  Verfts.  Nine  Wo- 
men  , you  'know  , are  enough  to  make  any  Man  di- 

Flav.  Moft  Venerable  Shepherd , ’twas  Ceres  am- 
biguous  Anfwer  made  him  thus,  when  (he  demanded 
fuch  a Dowry.  If  (he  had  ask’d  our  Flocks , our 
Kids  our  Groves,  our  Lawns  : If  the  had  bid  us  quench 
-the  Flames  of  lEtna  in  Arathufi’s  Streams,  it  had  been 
eafic:  But  we  fight  with  Words  ^ we  cannot  con- 
ftrue  this  the  Imperious  Goddefs  fpoke  in  Thun- 

d.cr 

That  which  thou  haft  not,  may’ft  not,  canft  not  have  5 
Amifitas  is  the  Dowry  that  I crave. 

To  find  out  her  Commands,  he  loft  himlelt.  , 

Cla.  Your  Story  is  pitiful.  It  has  been  my  careful  ftudy 
for  thefe  many  Years,  to  find  out  healing  Remedies  for 
the  diftemper’d  Brain. 
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Vra/f.  Oh  reverend  Shepherd , ufe  your  utmoft  Skill':  • 
Try  every  Art  that  Phyfick-  can  - afford  ^ and  in  return, 
accept  our  general  Thanks,  and  whatfoe’er  our  Cottages 
allow.  . . ^ 

Ha ! Dia/fa  there Her  naked  Beauty’s  to 

my  view  difplay’d.  Hide,  me,  leaft  I.  meet 
Fate. 

Here  you  are  fafe. , • • • 

CU.  Gentle  Virgins,  let  us  try  to  charm  him  with 
feme  Mufick.  Let  but  foft  deep  feize  his.  troubled  Spi- 
rits, and  e’re  the- grey-ey’d  Morn  arife.  I’ll -put.  his. Senfo 
in  Tune...  - . 


, Songs  and^Dances. 

Z)raft.  He  fleeps  : Bear  him  gently  in.  ' - 
Cld.  Now  greats  Apollo,  grant  me  Herbs  of’Force,- 
-To  charm  the  Senfes  to  their  wonted  Courfe.. 
Give  me  the  Power  his  Reafdn  to  reftore. 

And  make  the  Shepherd  what  he  was  before. . 


r T/j«  End  of  the'  Second  ' Al  6 T. 
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A C T III. 

. The  Hily'  Vale.  The  Profpe&.  of  the  Tem^ 
pie  of  Qcres  at-a.diflance. . 

Ehter  Amintas  and  Claius. 

Amnf.X'X  T H AT  Deity  is  this ! The  Soul  of  EhSui 
VV  Kreaths  in  this  powerful  Man.  Sme  JEf- 
culapiuf  revifits  Earth  again  ^ and  in  this  (hape  deals 
Health  amOngft  us.  I,  who  laft  Night  fcarce  differ’d 
from  the  Brutes,  am  now  reftor’d.  Oh  , tell  me  by 

what  Relicks  of  Hcfavenly  Fire  have  you  infpired  me 
with  this  better  Soul  of  Reafon.  Worthy  Sir,  if  you  are 
fome  God , as  lefs  I cannot  deem  you , thsit  pittying 
of  my . Miferies , came  down  from  Heaven  to  cure 
me  3 tell  me,  that  . I may  with  Sacrifice  adore 
you* 

Cla>  l am,  as  you  are,  mortal:  ’Tis  my  Skill  in  ; 
Phyfiek,  and  Experience  in  the  rare  {Vertue  of  Herbs 
that  v/rought  this.  Miracle,  3 no,  Divinity  or  Power  in,  me 
alone. 


Amhth  . 
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Amirtt.  Tho’  you  will  not  fuffer  me  to  adore  you 
like  a God,  permit  me  to  pay  a Reverence  as  to  a Fa- 
ther. (Kneeh,(^ 

Cla.  Oh  ! thofe  Words  do  touch  me  to  the  Soul. 

Amifit.  For  if  he  be  a Father  that 'begot  this  Flefti; 
this  Clay , What’s  he  to  whom  we  owe  the  fecond 
Birth  of  Soul  and  Reafon.  Father  ! I muft  call  you  by 
the  Name  of  Father.  _ , 

Cla.  Now  the  Flood-gates  open,  and  the  -full  ftream  of 
Tears  break  forth.  Traytors,you  will  betray  me. 

Come  then  my  Son,  fince  you  you  will  have  it  fo,  let’s 
eiiter  Ceres  facred  Temple  5 and  there  return  our  Thanks 
arid  Praife.  ■ ^ 

'Amifit.  I go  Sir.  Methinks  I lorig  to  fee  Urania-:  But 
/Heaven  muft  firft  be  ferv’d.  . 

CU.  Yes,  thou  awful  Goddefs,  I will  enter,  though 
'there!  (hon’d  be  taken  and  made  a Sacrifice  For  wHilft 
thus  I fpend.  my  time  in  Darknefs,  rny  Life’s  a Birr- 
then  to  me.  In  Sicily  the  ’ Sun ' and  I dare  never  be 
acquainted.  Oh,,  angry  Goddefs"!  end  here  my  Life  or 
Woes.  Hift.:  I hear  a Noife  ^ fome  early  Swains  this 
• way  bend  their  Steps.  .Proteft  me  Cere/. 

^Ex.into  the  Temple.) 

£ater  Damon  Alexis. 

• I V * 

Alex.  How  early,  Damon,  Lovers  rife. 

Damon.  No  Lark  fo  foon,  Alexis. 

Alex.  Whoe’er  obtains  Clarinda—'Vfon’A  watch  and 
wake  for  ever  for  the.  Prize. 

Dam.  Which  if  I mifs  , my  next  fleep  (hall  be  E- 
iternal. 


Alex. 


'\ 
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Alex.  Oh,  howl  long  to  meet  our  Arbitrefs  on  whbm^ 
our  Happinefs  depends. 

Daj^.  The  firft  Virgin  that  moves  to  Ceres  Tem- 


ple 

Alex.  Yes,  the  firft  we  meet  is  fhe.  .'Not  the  leaft  ■ 
found  of  Footfteps  yet  abroad!  Devotion  is  not  foear-  - 
ly  up  as  Love.  Here  let  us  place  our  felves,  and  watch . 
their  Entry.  ^ (wiMrm.) 


Enter  Amarillis  with  a Wax  Taper  in  her 

^ Hand. 

Am.  CUrinda  charg’d  me,  as  I hop’d  my  Love’s  fuccefs; 
to  be  the  firft  Maid  that  towards  the  Temple  trod  the 
Holy  Vale.  I cannot  guefs  her  meaning.  I think  I have 
obey’d  her  ^ for  I have  out-rofe  the  Sun,  and  borrow’d 
this  Taper’s  Light  to  guide  my  Steps., 

✓ 

and  hlcxls  come  forward.),.  _ 

Damon.  Chafte  , beauteous  Nymph  ^ . may  Ceres  grant  s 
your  Wilhes,  as  you  determine  ours. 

Amar.  Ceres  has  heard  my  Prayers ; For  all  my  Morn- 
ing Orifons  begg’d  no  more  than  one-  kind  Word  from, 
Damon.  . (Throws  off  her  Veil.) 

Dam.Anrarillk!-  _ (Starting.) 

Alex.  Springing  Joys  arife  with  that  Name  to  poor- 

- Am'ar.  Why  ftarted  Damon,  as  if  he  had  met  his  mor- 
tal  Toe  ? 

Danh  In  thy  fight  a • TIioufand  Vipers  . ftmg  ray 
Soul.„ 
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Jlex.  As  mmy  'Joys  crown  mine. 

Daw.  Wou’d  I had  met  this  Morning  infedious  Vapours, 
nurfing  Plagues,  inftead  of  thee.  No  Curfe  but  this  had 
Power  to  ruine  me. 

Jlex.  Tis  the  Bleffing  that  mufl:  preferve  my  Peace. 

Jwar.  What  can  this  mean  ? Oh,  Damon  ! how  have 
I offended  you  ? Cere/ 'knows,  my  only  Study  is  to  pleafe 
my  Damon. 

Dam.-  Oh,  my  Torture  ! Fly  hence  to  Hell  ; there 
hide  thy  Head  lower  than  Darknefs.  Wou’d  thou  hadft 
been  ading  Incell:,  Murder,  Witchcraft  when  thou  earn’d 
to  pray  : Thou  hadft  in  any  thing  finn’d.lefs  than  in  this 
Devotion.  ■ 

Amar.  Can  it  be  a Sin  to  pray  for  Damon  ? 

Dam.  Oh  ! thou  hadft.blefs’d  me,  hadft  thou  fat  this 
fatal  Morning  in  fome  dark  Ceil,  loading  my  Head  with 
Curfes. 

Amar.  Let  me  underftand  you. 

Alex.  I’ll  inftrud  you.  Take  this  Paper,  Pen  and 
Ink. 

Dam.  ril  not  ftand  to  her  Award,;  She’s  a partial 
Judge,  and  will  deny  me  Juftice. 

Amar.  Not  do  my  Damon  Juftice  ! What  is  it,  A- 
lexjs  ? .it  - ^ 

Alex.  You  are  to  pafs  your  ' Cenfure,  being  the  'firft 
Nymph- we  havejmet  this  Morning,  which  of  us  two  muft 
have  the  fair  Clarinda.  Write  your  • Awafd  : Our  mu- 
tual Oaths  do  bind  us  not  to  deny  it. 

Dam.  ’Tis  a Plot  ^ a meet  Contrivance  betwixt  this 
curs’d  Nymph  and  you. 

Alex.  Damon,  you  wrong  us  both. 

^Dam.  I feeT  am  betray’d.  By  Ceres,  I’ll  not  ftand  - to 
what  (he  writes.  I appeal  from  her  un  juft  Sentence. 


Alex. 
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Alex.  VW.  fetch  Ctorinda (he  (hall  force  you  to  the 
Tryal.  ^ (Exit.) 

Dam.  Confufion  ! Death  ! Fm  undone  ! Take  that  to 
ftop  thy  Courle.  (^Flings  hit  Jaodin  after  him.  Ania- 

> ryllis  runs  betuveen^  and  receives 
it  in  her  Breaji., 

■ Amor.  Oh ! hold. 

Dam.  Ha  ! what  have  I done  > 

Amar.  Welcome  Death.  From  thy  Hand  the  fatal 
Gift  is  welcome.  But  hafte,  fly  hence,  thou  haft  (hed 
, Blood  in  the  facred  Vale.  Quick,  be  gone,  or  thou  art 
loft  for  ever. 

Dam.  I hope  the  Wound  is  not  mortal : I’ll  hafte  and 
fend  thee  hdp.  (Exit.) 

Amar.  What  was  it  he  faid  laft  ? But  I will  write  be- 
fore my  Life  decay  : And  this  Crimfon  ftream  (hall  be 
my  Ink.  Hafte,  my.  Hand  5 move  quick,  as  do’s  ray  Blood, 
or  I (hall  faint  e’re  I have  done. 

, Enter  Dorylas. 

Dor.  Hi  ho  ! how  early  has  Clorindx  call’d  me  up  this 
Morning,  and  fent  me  here  to  fee  how  her  Lovers  bear 
their  Sentence. 

Amar.  My  Blood  congeals  within  my  Quill : I can 
write  no  more.  Who’s  here,  Dorylas  .<?  carry  this  Letter 
to  Clorinda. 

Dor.  Oh,  Cere/,  how  pale  you  look  ! 

Amar.  Tell  her,  not  being  able  longer  to  fuftain  my 
Griefs,  I fought  a Remedy  from  my  own  Spear.  Health 
to  her  and  Damon. 

O Dor. 


f 
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Dor.  Oh,  file’s  a dying  ! See  how  her  Blood  has  ftaln’d- 
the  Holy  Vale  ! I am  frighted  fo,  my  Legs  will  hardly 
bear  me  to  my  Miftrefs.  • QEx.') 

Ar.ior.  Whither  my  Journey  now  will  lead  me,  thro’ 
what  dark  hideous  place , amongft  what  Mongers, 
HaPS,  and  fnaky  Furies  I am  to  go,  I know  not.  But  • 
mf  Life  has  been  fo  fpotlefs,  chafte  and  innocent,  my. 
Death  fo  undeferv’d,  I cannot  fear  the  future  State. 

Claius.  - . ' 

Cld.  Aminfat  is  fled  .to  find  his  fair  Vratthi  Thanks, 
you  ever-gracious  Powers,  that  I have  wrought  his  Cure. 
Nowcou’d  I but  fee  my  Amaryllis,  I fhou’d  contrat  again 
to  return  into  my  Exile.;.  ■ , . 

Amar.  ^hq  naiiies  a- Nymph’ fo  .wretched  as  Ama- 

ryllis  .<?  ^ - 

Cla.  Art  thou  the  Virgin  ? - Oh  fpeak  !’  what  Hand,' 
what  barbarous  Tiger , what  inhumane  Savage  had  the 
Marble  Heart  to  wound  fo  fweeta  Nymph  ?■ 

Amar.  Oh,  Sir,  my  Blood  calls  none  but  Fortune  guil- 
ty : I chanced  to  ftumble  on  my  own  Dart,  and  hurt 

my  felf.  ^ ,rr  ■ 

(^Applies  Jo^fetpwg  to  thelvonnd*j 

Cla.  Then  I have  Herbs  that  will ' eyre  it  Heaven, 
'once  more  I thank  thee.-  .Ha  i ftill.the  Blood  flows  like  a- 
fcarlet  Torrent.  Speak,  Amaryllis,  who  did  this  Aft?  tJpon 
whofe  Soul  this  Blood  writes  Murder  ? for  till  you.fee  the 
Wretch  that  gave  the  Wound,  ait  hope  in  Phyfick  is  De- 
•fpair.  She  will  not  fpeak.  I have  a 'Cordial  here  will 
keep  her  Spirits  up  till  the  laft  drop  is  exhaufted.  _ Oh, 
Ceres,  if  there  be  any  in  th'efe  Groves,  Men,.  Virgins, 
Birds,  Beafts,  or-Trees,  or  any  thing  det'efling  this  nor- 
rid  Faft  '■  reveal' it.  • Sacred:.  Grafs,  whofe  hSliow’d  Green 
’ - this.- 
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this  bloody  Deed  has  ftain’d,  ask  Nature  for  a Tongue  to 
name  the  Murderer. 

Enter  AdraftuSj  and  other  Priejis  and  Svpains. 

Adrafi.  What  Voice  of  Sorrow  difturbs  our  pious  Or- 
gies? . , ■ , ' ...  ^ 

li?  Prieft.  Set,  Adrajlns,  a Virgin  all  in  Goar  ! 

Adraft.  Ceres  defend  us ! The  facred  Valley  is  pro- 
phan’d  5 the  place  fo  dear  to  Ceres  defil’d  vyith  Blood. 
By  Ceres  , and  her  Holy  Altar  y 'he  that  did  the  Fad, 
(hall  by  his  own  Blood  fatisfie  the  Goddefs  s Anger. 

CU.  l durft  prefume  upon  the  Power  oi' Art,  if  file 
wou’d  name  the  Murderer.  " 

Amar.  My  felf : And  therefore  in  my  Death  your 
Law  is  fatisfied  5 the  Blood  and  Ad  both  mine.  _ 

Cla.  It  is  not  fp.  For  had  it  been  thy  own  Hand,  my. 

Skill  cou’d  have’ preferv’d  and  ftopp’d- that  Torrent.  I 

charge  thee  by  that  Duty  thou  ow’d  to  me,  Amaryllis,  to 
me,  who  gave  thee  Life. 

Adrali.  Ha  ! . . , C 1 . 

Cla.  And  by  that  Womb  that  bear  thee  j by  thy  dead 

Mother,  Silvia.  , -n  • n \ 

Adraft.  Hear  you  that  ? • (To  I rtejis.) 

Cla.  Do  not  conceal  the  Murderer.  Tis  thy  Father, 
thy  Father,  AmaryUk,  that  commands  thee,  by  thefe 
Gray  Hairs,  to  tell  me.  I am  Claim. 

Adraft.' Ceres,  I thank  thee.  , „ ^ , v 

Cla.  Ay,  glut  your  Hate,  Adraflus.  I too  long  have 
flood,  like  fome  ill-fated  Oak,  at  which  great  Jove  hasle- 
^•flll’d  all  his  Thunder  : My  Boughs  long  fince  were  Waft- 
ed and  withered  : Now  let  the  Trunk  fall  too  5 and  let 
Ceres  Wrath  here  end  in  me. 


Adnfl.  Blefs’d  be  our  Goddefs  ! Rejoice,  Stciliatts : 
Crown  all  your  Brows  with  Rofes  4 adore  the  Deity  that 
fent  him.  He’s  come,  whofe  Blood  muft  quench  Ceres 
Ire,  and  kindle  aufpicious  Flames  of  Love  in  every 
Breaft. 

Amar.  Wretched  Amaryllis  ! Fatal  to  both  my  Pa- 
rents 3 my  Birth  deftroy’d  my  Mother , and  my  Death 
my  Father.  Ha  J comes^  His  Abfence  was. never 

wiih’d  till  now.. 

Ewter  Damon.  i i. 

Dam.  Confeience,  Honour,  Terror,  brings  me  back. 
The  Feet  of  Guilt  move  flow  We  cannot  fly  frym  wHat 
we  bear  about- us.‘ . : ‘ . ' 

. CU.  Ha  !.  The  Murderer  is  iii  the  place':  HSf  Blood'is 
ftopt.on.the  fudden.  Cruel  Man  ! ’tis  thoh' art  guilty. 
Adraftus,  I ask  the  Juftice  of  Siciliaft  Laws  agaihft  the 
Murderer.  ' ' ' ^ 

Adraff:  ’Tis-  your  Hate  and  old  Revenge,  direifs  yon 
-to  point  out  my  Son.  Speak,  Virgin,  was  it  he  ?'  . ' 
Amar.  Oh  ! I"  am  angry  with  my  Blood  fdf  ccafihg,: 
This  Coward  Ebb,  againft  my  Will,  betrays  ui  *','  The. 
Stream  is -turn’d  3 my  Eyes  run.fafteft' novy.-  / 

Can  you  accufe  my  Son  > ' ' 

Amar.  By  Ceres,  nOj.I  have  no  Heart  to  do -it.  - OH, 
father,  behold  that  Youth  ! Looks  he  like  a-  Murderer?  ‘ 
Ccu’d  he.  wrong  a Virgin?'  If  he  did  wound  me,  ’twas 
only  from  his  Eyes.  Where  Love’s,  blind,  God-  fends 
forth,  contihual'  Arrows.  He.  knmvsrabvays;lov‘d  him;-.- 
.And  cou’d  he,,  think  you,  wound  mc-.thus?  '’.Tis.aa-roa-  - 
Tcusv to  imagine  it..  . . 
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eta.  In  his  Looks  he  carries  Guilt : Shame  and  Confu*^ 
ffon  keep  him^  lilent.  - 
Arnar.  Na,  rib'  : ’Tis  his  baihfal  modeft  Nature- con- 
fines his  Tongue.  Think  you  the  bright  Rofe  that  buds 
within  his  Cheek,  was  planted  there- by  Guilt  or  Shame  > 
No,  no  : He  has  ever  been  fb  unacquainted  with  all 
Crimes,  that  lAit  to  be  fufpefted  ftrikes  him-  Dumh 
By  Ceres  (I  think  my  Oath  is  lawful^  ’twas  I my  felf  was 
cau(e  of  this. 


E-wfer  Clprinda,  , AlexiSj  tfwcf  Dorylas»  " - 

' ■-  "■'»  -'ui  , ^ ■ . . . . ■ 

Clo.  Oh;  ungrateful  Man  !'  The  Woolf  that  does  de- 
vour the  Breaft  that  nurs’d  it,  is  not  half  fo>  cruel* 
Wicked,  wicked  Hamn,  hear,  hear  this  Letter,-  the.-cter- 
nal  Wknefs  of  Affedion,  that  ought  in  Cupid's  Annals  .to 
be  writ  in  Golden  Charafters This.  will. convince  thee  o£ 
thy  black  Ingratitude...  (reads.) 

Clorinda,  pou  have  put  it  upon  me  to  chufe  a-Husband 
for  you  : Ahdd'vpiU  prove  my  felf  an  Impartial  f udge.- 

“ much  deferves,  Damon- wore  .*  ■ 

“ 1 gisoe  you  him  lmfttd  myfelf  before. 

Writ  in  her  own  BlbodJ ;■ 


Qh,  my  fair  Friend  Twas  this  my  fatal  Kindriefs 

Alex.  Arid'did'I  hafte  to  bring  her  here,  for  thfe  T 
Oh,  curd  Minute ! alt  my  Hopes  are  blafted.’ 

Dam..  \Wtt  in  her  Blood ! Oh;  let>me'kifs  my-BilTof- 
Accufatiori. Here  my  Name  looks  like  my  Sonl,-  alF 
Crimfdn.  Here  all- my  Vertiie -lies  intoirib’d  :.And  tiioti,; 
Sacred -Grov'e,, ait.  Witnefs. of-.  iny.GtiiLtjT 
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' Clor.  Know , Murderer , I hate  thy  Bed  and  thee- 
Alexff  was  ftill  my  fecret  Choice  5 for  thee.  I only 
had  a • Friendfliip  , which  now  is  turn’d  to  mortal 

Hatred.  ■ . ' o , ■ 

Alex.  Oh,  yop  Immortal  Powers,  am  I fo  bleft  ! 

'Am.  Nay,  Clorhida,  you  bound  your  felf  to  .ftand  to 
my,  Award.,  Believe  him  not  guilty  ^ but  .accept  . ihif 
•Love.'  V ■ 

'Clo.  Never 
tude. 


' ! • . •;  1 - -1-^  I ' . ! 

He  is  all  FaKhood'  and^  Ingratr 


D^m.  Gentle  .fpare  this  harOi -^nguage : 

For  were  ydu  fair  as  Ifhthbt'tal  Beings  dnd  did  your 
Face  out-fhine  an  Angels,  here  woud  I make  my  Choice. 
Her  Vertue  now  moves’ a more  noble  Flame  within  my 
Breaft  than  e’er  your 'Beauty  did.:  Her  Soul,  do’s  charm 
me  more  than -did  thy  Face,  u I.  , do  cohfeS  .the*  horrid 
Deed;  -But  oh 'I  the  Blow/was  ne’er  defigh’d- for  thee. 
Here,-  lead.me  toDeath,'  ye  Holy  Men.  i V^r  Apiaryllisy  I 
go 'to  write  the  Story  of  my  Repentance'  in  tire 'fame  Ink 
thou  wroteft  the  Legend  of  thy  Love. 


Adrafi. 'Smmon  the.  Nymphs  and  Shepherds  to  appear  5 
for  here  in  Ceres  Temple  (hall  this  Sacrifice  be  made. 
And  though  the.  Gods  have  doom.’d  my  Son,  yet  will 
I rejoice , fince  Claius  falls , and  with  his  Blood  re- 

deeiiis  from  alL  her  Woes. 

(^They  hind  Claius  and  Damon.) 


' Dam’ Oh,  Amaryllk  ! take  my  laft  Vows,  .tho’  paid 
too  late^  none  e’re  deferv’d  like  thee. 

Amar.  Oh  Wretched , wretched  Nymph' ! Why  did 
your  powerful  Art  proceed  to  ftop  my  Blood,  only  to 
< let  it  flow , with  double  Pain  from  my  fad  Heart  > 
Now  I loofe  all  5 my  Father,  Damon  juft  become  a 

' Lover : 
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Lover  : But  at  tJie  fight  HI  tear  - my  Wounds  until  they 
bleed  afrefh,  and  die  together. 

■ ' ■ (Ex  - u7to  the  Temple  all  but  Clorinda, 

Ak)cis  at:A  Dorylas.) 

_ Alex.  Oh,  my  ClcrMa  f e*re  -the  fad  Scene  of  Death  • 
begin  Jet  me  exorefs  my  Joy-r— -Was  Tin  thy  Heart 
then  deftan’d  for  .the- happy  Man  > ■ ' ]. 

Clor.  Now  cou’d  I find  in  my  Heart  to  deny  it  again 

but  that  this  is  no  time  for  jefting. 

Alex.  Here  let  me  feal  my  Vows  for  ever,  - ; 

■ _ V (K.ijfet  her' Hand.) 

Clor.  And  will  you  prove  very  conftant  now  ?-  ’’ 

Alex.  As  the  returning- Sun,  the  fixt,Stars,'  or  the'Nee- 
dle  to  its  Pole.  . y -j  . ' 

Clor.  Or.  Turtles  to' their  Mates,'  &c.  f 

* ' . Menalcus.  ■ ' - - - 

■ ■ " "!■'  ■-  i'  ^1'-  ■ ' i i 

Menal.  Is  this  a time  for  amorous  Dalliance,  rafli' 
Youth  , and  ' fond  Clorinda  .<?  To  the  Temple  haft'e  , 
and  there  behold  the  bloody  Sacrifice,  that  will  furely 
chill  your  idle,  Flames , and  teach  your  Eyes  to 
now. 

Omnes.  We  attend  you,  Sir 

Menal.  See  Amintas  and  TJrama  comes.'  Follow  all,* 
ye  haplefs  Lovers.  - , , (Exeunt.) 


\ 
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Enter  Amintas  and  Urania. 


' Amittf.  Away,  Vraaia,  perfwade  me  not , for  I wilt 

fee  him. ^What!  my  Father,,  who  reftord  me  to 

my  Senfes,  who  gave  me  back  to  thee.  I wiih  again 
thofe  Senfes  loft,  fince  now  they  fervc  only  to  lament. 
Yes,  I will  weep:  My  Tears  will  not  Pollute  the 
hallow’d  Shrine.  Oh,  wretched  Children  I Oh,  moft 
unhappy  Parents  1 • ' 

Oh  miferable'me  ! my  Brother  too  muft  die. 
But  Oh!  my  Thoughts  of  him  are  buried  all  in  thy 
fad  Griefs.  - And  did  I rejoice  for  this,  to  fee  thy 
Health  reftor’d,  thy  Wifdom  take  its...former  Seat,  ana 
yet  no  Peace  enfue  ? ^ ' " ' ' _ . 


Amnf,  Come  , Drama  ^ let’s  enter  h«e, 
if  Life  will  hold  to  fee  the  -dreadful  Fury 
Goddefo  . , ■ • ' " 


and  try 
of  the 


.\V 


T/jie 


The  Scene  draws,  and  d if  carvers  the  in  fide  of 
'.the  Temple  of . Ceres  , - with  Fire  on  the 
Altar,  and  Adraftus  with  a Sacrifcing 
Knife , and  another  Priefl  pouring  Water 
on  ClaiusV  Head  , who  is  bound  with  Da- 
mon 

Jdraf.  Oh,  Siciliam  ! Nature,  and -Religion  contend 
- within  my  Breaft,  betwixt,  my  Goddefs  and  my  Son. 
Awful  Goddefs,  for  whom  we  feed  the  fatteft  of  our 
Lambs,  to  whom  we  fend  the  Holieft  of  our  Prayers  on 
the  fmoaky  Wings  of  f.veeteft  Myrrh,  inftruft  thy  doubt- 
ful Flar^we — I am  thy  Prieft,  and  fo  I will  forget  that 
Dawon  is  my  Son.  Yet  fpare  my  Hand  the  Deed, 
and  my  fick  Eyes  the  Sight.  .You  need  not  pour 
Water  uDon  his  Head , I’ll  do  it  with  my  Tears. 
Now  let 'the  Sacred  Song  begin.  My  felf  will  offer 
Clahif  ■,  then  retire,  whilft  you  prform  that  Office  on 
■my  Son. 
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'y  /^ERES^  io-rt>hi)m  we  aU' things  owej  • , , ' 
\^Who^  Corn  and  Oil^' and  Fruits  bejiow  jy 
fc  hook  down  and  blefs  this  Pions  Deed: 

' ■ Tis  by  ithy  haw's  theje  ViSiims  bleed.  " • 

Oh  I let  Clzius  Blood  atone.  . ' . /■ 

For  all  the  Ills  his  hoz>e  has  done-.  ^ 

het  it. kindle-  Joy,  and  quench  the  Fire'  ' 

>_0f  thy  too  loftg  incenfed  Ire..  ^ . 

Chor;  hook  dowUy  /thou- Goddefs  of  our  Ijle; 

^ And  let  thy  glorious  linage  fmile.. 


. hook  down.,  See.?.  . 


( 


c 
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'Efiter  Aniintas. 

A/filnt.  Stay,  ftay  that  impious- Hand,  whofe  haity 
-Zeal  thinks  Murder  can  appeafe  the  Goddefs’s  Ire.  Do 
not  pollute  her  Altar,-  leaft  it  keep  the  Purple  Stain  of 
Blood,  and  blufh  for  ever. 

Adrafl.  Avoid  the  Madman. 

1 am  not  mad.  By  the  dread  Altar;  fpare  the 
■guiltlefs  Blood,  and  I’ll  expound  the  Oracle. " What  hope 
you  from  fhiy  Sacrifice  ? or  why  will  this  end  our  Mife- 
ry , or  malie  our  Lc.>vers  happy '?  Stands  not  Ama- 
rjllh  hiitc  pale  and  dying,  anA  Da/fion  ready  for  the  fa- 
tal Stroke  ? And  thy  Urania  is  with  me  iiiidohe  .>  . Alas, 
you  miftake  the  meaning  of  the  Oracle  g and  this  way 
brings  but  greater  Troubles  on.' 

Adraji.  Tlioti  fpeakeft  with  feeming  Senfe' : But  what  is 
this  to  the  Wrath  of  Ceres,  which  cannot  be  appeafed 
■but  by  the  Blood  of  Clams  ? 

Amint.  So  it  is. 

Adrafl.  How  can  that  be, , whilft  ydt  his  Veins  are 
full?. 

Amint.  His  Blood  has  been  already  Ihed  in  Amaryllis^. 
That’s  the  Sacrifice  the  Oracle-  decreed  to  ftill  the  furi- 
ous Goddefs : And  her  Blood  has  both  quench’d  and 
kindled  Fire. 

Adrafl.  What  has  it  quench’d  Or  kindled  ? 

Amint.  Love  ^ the  only  Fire  by  thofe  Words  defign’d  : 
Ttamons  Love  to  his  Clorinda  is  in  that  Blood  extin- 
guifh’d , and  is  by  that  powerful  Blood  kindled  to  A- 
maryllk. 


He 
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'He  burns  for  her;  bis  former  Flames  expire  r 
Thus  c/aius  Blood  has  quench’d  and-kindled  Fire. 

% * 

Owf/es.  Amintas,  Amhttai,  AmintM. 

AdraU.  Oh  Youth  Divine  ! thy  Words  do  bear  a Sa* 
tred  Truth.  Unbind  old  CUiut.  But  who  can  fave  my 
Son? 

Amint.  Damon  is  free  from  Sacrilegious  Guilt. 

Adraji.  How  ! fpeak  I Thou  that  haft  fav  d a' 

Father,-  fave  a Child.  “ . 

Amint.Amaryl/ft's  Blood  being  the  Sacrifice,  ye  all  knwv, 
may  lawfully  be  fpilt  ,•  even  in  the  Holy  Vale.  Da~ 
mon  is  a Prieft  by  Birth  ^ by  that  Title_  he  might  fhed 
it.  Speak,  Sicilians,  if -you, not  judge  this  Interpretation 

right*  - : . . a ■ . a 

Omnes.  Right,  right,  right  3 Amtntas  , Amwtess,  A- 

wintas.  ^ i ^ ^ 

Adrafl..  Unbind,  my  Son.  Apnntas^  thou  halt  now 

made  full  amends,  .for  Death..  Here  let 

the  Hatred  of  our  Houfes  end.  • - (They-embrace.j 

Clai.  A Shower  of  joy  falls  from  my  Eyes.  . 

AdraU.  This  is  the  Man,  Sicilians,  to  whonrye  owe 
your  Liberty.  Go,  Virgins,'  and  with  Roles  ftrew 
his  way:  Crown  him  with  Violets  and  Lilly-Wre^aths  r 
Cut  off  your  Trefies,  and  with  tUm  weave  a ,B.obe  of 

Dam  Next,  to  Amaryllis  your  Devotion  pay:  1 he 
Balfom  that  heal’d  1 your  .Woes  flow’d  from  her  ndi 
Veins' 3 each  Drop’s  aftanfom  for  a Prince. 

Amar.  I’m  doubly  paid  : Let  other  Virgins 'be 
Bleft  in  their  love,  as,  Damon,  I’m  in  thee. 


Mcf/alc'^r 
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Menalc.  Now,  my  Clorindd,  take  thy  Wifli,  Ak'xk,  ihc  ■ 
is  thine. 

Alex.  Oh,  happy  Hour ! 

Clor.  Well  thefe  old  Mens  Humours  are  as  intricate 
as  an  Oracle.  Laft  Night  he  charg’d  me  not  to  love  5, 
and  now  he  has  given  me  a Husband,  v/ithout  asking 
me  whether  I lik’d  him  or  not. 

Alex.  My  Life  ! 

Clor.  weir,  I am  yours,  but  cann’t  help' vexing,  to 
think-  that  my  Reign  is  at  an  end.  A Lover  is  a pret- 
ty thing,  whilft  we  can  keep  him,  like  a Shittle-cock, 
continually  in  jilay  ^ but  let  him  fall  into  the  Marriage- 
State  once,  and  then  the  airy  Game  ends.  ■ 

Dor.  I am  glad  we  fliall  have  a Wedding  at 

Lift. 

Amint.  Still  my  impoflible  Dowry  leaves  me  unfor- 
tunate in  the  midft  of  Joy.  Oh,  my  Urania ! in  all ' 
this  blefs’d  Ille,  we  are  the  only  wretched  Pair. 

Adrafl.  Come,  Shepherds,  come , and  dedicate  this 
Day  to  Mirth  and  Ceres. 

Uran.  Stay  Sacred  Prieft  of  Ceres,  and  all  this  glad  Af-  - 
fembly,  fray, 

Adrafl.  What  means  my  Daughter. 

Uran.  Since  me  alone  the  Goddefs  dooms  never  to  be  - 
blefs’d  in  Love,  before  the  Holy  Altar  here , I’ll  vow 
my  felf  her  Virgin  5 and  you,  my  Father,  (hall  confirm  • 
it. 

Amint.  Oh,  nvi(t  unyak  Urania  I muft  i lofe  you  e- 
ver  ? '['he  Goddefs  cannot  mean  fuch  Cruelty.  Cou’d  I 
for  others  interpret  her  myftick  Senfe,  and  explain  her  ■ 
dark’  Decrees,  yet  when  I want  it  raoft  my  felf,  the  Sa-  - 
cred  Knowledge  .dies  me  ? 
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Vrttn.  Father,  draw  near : And  then,  great  Cms,  lend 
a gracious  hearing.  ' 

^ Air  nil.  To(leiiy  thy  WiCh,  woud  .agam  oftend  our- 

• Vrnn\  Thou  Qiiecn  of  Plenty,  whofe  full  Horn  rcple- 
-nifhes  the  \Vorld, 'accept  me  for  thy  Virgin.  Tis  thy 
Pleafure,  by  whom  the  Earth  and  everything  grows  fruit- 
ful, to  have  mo  ever  barren.  Thy  'impoffible  Dowry 
denies  me  for  Amlrttas^  Bride  ^ therefore  that  cold  chafre 
"^Snow,  that  never  fhou’d  have  melted  but  in  his  Arms,  I 

• vow  uiito  thy  Cldifter,  awful  Goddefs.  - Admighty  Ceres ^ 

is  not  this  Life  Holy  ? ' * ^Eccho.  EoHy*  • 

Vra^.  Be  judge,  ye  Woods,  and  let  fpeak. 

dEccho.  Amintas  fpeak. 

Mrafl.  ' Ha  ! the  Goddefs  Is  well  pleas’d  (he  deigns 
-to  anfwer  by  gracious  Eccho.  Go,  A^/wtas^  fpeak. 

_ A^/h;t.  She  will  not  anfwer  me.  No,  it  was  the  Mufick 

-of  ZJr^;;/Vs  Voice,  whofe  Heavenly  Accents,  with  fuch 
charming  Notes,  ravilh  the 'Goddefs  Ears.  She  coud  not 
•choofe  but  bear  a Part  in  the  Harmonious  Song.  Nor 

will  fhb  noW  endure  to  hear  fpeak.  ^ •• 

a Eccho.-  Amintas  fpeak, 

Amint.  How  (hall  I pay  the  Dowry  which  you  ask  me? 

(Eccho.  Ask  me  ? 

- Aminu  T ask -thee,  to  explain  thy  Dowry,  to  be  made  a 
Husband.  A Husband. 

\ Amint.  A Husband,  Ceres^  is  that  the  Guets% 

Amint.  That  which  I'have  not,  may  not,  - cannot  have  : 
T have  not,  may  not,  cannot  have  a Hnsband,  1 is  true, 
T am  a Man  : Nor  won  d I change  my  Sex  to  be  the  Em- 

• prefs  of  the  World.  “ take  thy  Dowry , tis  my 

felf.  A Husband ! 

' Omms.  Happy  Amintas  ! 
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Vratt.  Oh  ! ’tis  the  happieft  Dowry  that  e’re  my  Am- - 
liitious  Prayers  cou’d  beg.  Love  is  the  only  Portion  I can 
pay  thee  back  ^ and  all  my  Stock  is  Aine. 

Amifit.  Should  greateft  Queens  \TOoe  mein  all  their - 
' Pride,  and  make  me  offers  of  their  different  Crowns,  I 
M'ou  d refufe  them  all  for  thee.  Thanks,  Ceres ^ thou  haft 
made  us  both  be  bleft. 

Adrafl.  Aufpicious  Omen!  Our  Troubles  now  fhall  be 
no  more. 

Car.  Adrafitrs,  methinks  we  now  grow  young  again  5-. 
and  like  two  Trees  robb’d  of  their  leafy  Bows  by  Winter’s 
Age,  and  Boreas's  keener  Blaft,  fprout  forth  and  bud  a- 
new.  This  Spring  of  Joy  cuts  forty  Years  away  from  the  • 
Cray-hair’d  Seafon. 

' _ , ■ ^hey  co-we  forward,  and  the  Temple  ftjuts, 

AdraU.  Come,'  all  ye  Shepherds,  with  your  Pipes  and 
Henceforth- let  this  be  kept.a  Holyday,  (play  j 

Songs  and  Dances. 

Amint.  Let  Peace  and  Plenty  in  our  Ifle  abound  5 
And  every  vertuous  Lover’s  Wifh  be  crown’d. . ' 
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